I'M A BUSINESS MAN

he could not understand one word in three of my
answers, though I made them as plain as possible.
At last he called impatiently to a boy who was sitting
right up in the prow mending a sail; he jumped to his
feet and came down, looking from his chief to me, and
then began interpreting. His Latin was good enough,
in fact he used ridiculously bookish words from time
to time. He was a tall, well-made lad, dressed in
rough hempen stuff, like most of the pirates, but
plainly not one of them: for one thing his hair was
short, and his hands were used to touching small, fine
things.

I offered them a good ransom; there are times when
it's worse than useless bargaining. The difficulty was
how to get it, this being so late in the year; I wanted
them to put in somewhere, send a letter to the nearest
place where our name would be known, and wait for
the answer; but they were afraid of being caught in
the November storms, so they'd only send it and
come back with me in the spring to take delivery of
the gold. Nothing I said made any difference. I
shrugged my shoulders, and asked them to give me
back my tablets which they had taken,

I was trying to write that letter in the corner of a
bench; my hand was none too steady, and the ship
rolled and recovered, and rolled again all the time. I
had to give what directions I could for carrying on the
business until I came back - if I ever did. Yes, I'd
got to thinking that. It was getting dark too. As I
finished I saw the interpreter lad come up to me; he
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